J <t 
BABYLAND = 


EDITED BY 


THE EDITORS OF WIDE AWAKE 


7 BOSTON 
D LOTHROP COMPANY 


WASHINGTON STREET OPPOSITE) BROMFIELD 


ne a 
THE SEW YORK 
PIBLIC LIBRARY 


3292643 


ASTOR, LENOX AND 
ee FOUNDATIONS 
1945 L 


CoryRIGHT, 1889, 


D LoTHROP CoMPANY 


ihe ie OE 


serwick & SMITH, 


PEESSWORK PY } 


BY 


Doston, Mass. 


——— 


Shh Mead — fore ee sz PSE =e Died) Era ais Tyeeree ry 
Fi : Bint | i Say abaa =i) ro 
° i. 


= - ; 7 — 
cwec ” +d 7 G.. ~ Re~wsgas! ’ on 7 i tt 
(es = Title aie! oye ZERBERESTIER B ehaccticeacs: ts 


Lidited by the Editors of WIDE AWAKE. 


January, 1889. D. LoTHRop CoMPANy, Publishers, Boston, Mass. 
Vol. XIII. No.1. 


50 cts. a year. 
Copyright, 1889, by D. Lornrorp Company. 5 cts. a number. 


\ 


\ 


: \\ 
"\\\ 


\ 


Vad AAA \ 


at \ 


<i 


~~ z 
UNTING’S = £ f 


: j F on ‘ 4, 
‘\ Vid e 
4 we e 


This is Hans, the Eskimo, | Baby Bunting tastes his food, | 
Drest in furs from top to toe;| Thinks it 1s not very good, 
In a hood of bear-skin white | And she feels a little fear 
See his face so jolly-bright. | Of his pointed hunting-spear. 


Hans, the little Eskimo, But across the shining ice, 
Frolics-in the ice and snow, | In his dogg -sledge so nice, 
And instead of candy sweet | Dearly would she love to go 
Strips of fat he likes to eat. | With the> little. Eskimo. 
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A LITTLE GREAT—GRANDFATHER. — THE LITTLE JAP DOLL. 


II’ 


A LITTLE GREAT-GRANDFATHER. 


LITTLE JOHN QUINCY. 


This is the portrait of a 
little Massachusetts baby-boy 
who lived more than’ two 


hundred years ago. Does he 
not look odd in his long 
dress and long apron? See 
his big sleeves! See the 
handkerchief tied over his 
little lace cap! His name 
was John Quincy — we hope 
they called him “ Johnny” 
and let him have a_ good 
time with his ball. He did 
not grow up to be a Prest- 
dent as all little boys intend 
to now, but he grew up and 
became the great-grandfather 
of a President, John Quincy 
Adams, who was named after 
this solemn little Johnny. 


“Stop your smile!” screamed Tim, 
“You're alive, you are!” 


And away from the Doll 


He crept ever so far. 


12 THE STORY OF BABYS SHIRT. 


THE STORY OF BABY’S SHIRT. 


In a field the flaxplant grew, 

Decked with blossoms brightly 
blue ; 

And the flax all summer long 

Laid its fibres straight and 
strong. 


By and by the reapers there 
Gathered all the flax with care; 
And the spinner said with glee, 
‘“ Here at last is work for me.” 


Then the spinning-wheel went 
round 

With a busy whirring sound, 

Changing, changing as it sped 

All the flax to linen thread. 


Then the weaver said with 
glee, 
“Here at last is work for me: 


All this thread I will combine 


Into linen soft and fine.” 


THE STORY OF BABYS SHIRT. 


In his loom the threads he 
placed, 

Tossed the shuttle through in 
haste, 

Treading too with busy feet, 

Tull the web was all complete. 


Then the merchant with de 
light 


Bought the linen fine and ~ 


white, 
In his shop the web unrolled, 
And the linen soon was sold. 


Some the Babys mother 


bought, 

Then with tender loving 
thought 

Shaped the Baby’s shirt so 
small, 


Set with love the stitches all. 


So the little shirt is here 
Ready for the Baby dear; 
But of all its story true 
Not a thing the Baby knew! 
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Look at the stars! 
Look, Baby dear! 
Once, 


long ago, 


One star rose clear 


And _ stood and shone 


To show the way 
Where Mary's Child 
All lovely lay — 


SANTAS MISTAKE. 15 


That Child to whom 
My Baby prays: 
“For Jesus sake,’ 


My Baby says. 


As little lambs, 
As little doves, 
All children dear 
Child Jesus loves. 


If in the night 

You waken while 
All others sleep, 

Be glad, and smile, 


And sleep again — 
Child Jesus stands 

And keeps you safe 
With His own hands, 


SANTA'’S MISTAKE. 


Among his Christ- 
mas gifts Bob found 


at once made a very 
terrible boy of Bob. 
He pointed it dang / 
bang / at his playmates, 
Molly the cat, and 
Dash the dog, and 
then rushed out-doors to “shoot 
something. A dear little bird 
was sitting in a tree by the 


door waiting for Bob to come 


a gun, and that gun 


ton-ished that bird was to see 
him come with a gun instead, 
shouting dang! bang! and 
looking so fierce! 

If Santa knew how blood- 
thirsty a . | 
gun will 
make a 
little boy 
feel, he 


wouldn t 


bring any | 
guns 1 nN THE BIRD. 


out with crumbs, and how as-; his Christmas) pack, I am sure. 


16 THE MYSTERY 


4 *. 
7 Cac. 
— “ " s ; ; 7 
y ; hia 3 : 
. y ; : eer" 
. 4 > 
ee eed . = 
t 
os nd ; 4 
os card ‘es 
. it 
~ oh & 
- ? ¢ 
| . 7 aaa 
+. Aine : 
way A 
“ #- 
7 "° a 
¥ <A M~ 
4 f re 
+ i _ 
a 
Z a ens 
eer a . eS 
~~ = ee, 
7 ae 
a wg a. ae . 
7 y ‘ Sea 
J a wat , 
y ie ' ‘ Na" » 
. f pm <5. s 
7 ; f ~ - > 
od: A o> Re 
tee . .) Se 
, was ™ hm * Ss » 
a1 7’ ee . Se . 
, Gn —s) 4 > eae 
: ~ .* 4 > : > 
y a | 4 = aad ~ 
" bf. ’ 
- nous 
’ oe 
? 
hi. SPLe ep een) 
: - b r 
a we ‘se : 
tf t 4b 
. ’ p 
’ ~ r 
: 4) ) 4 
7 ‘ . : 
A » FP | 
SABE Sh » 
nm * = o* 5 % 
; . . 
‘ el ae —? 
- s * 
— 
ae 


IN POLLY S NURSERY. 
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WHY THE FIRST LADY OF THE LAND SLEPT ON THE FLOOR. 


THE MYSTERY*°IN POLLY S NUKSERY. 


Little Polly was a good 
mother, but, like some grown- 
up mothers, she did not always 
know what went on in her nur- 
sery. She never knew why 
Frances Folsom Cleveland was 
found on the floor every morn- 
ing. Every night Polly sang 
the dolls to sleep herself, each 


But when 
Polly had gone out, in would 
come the White Kittens, skip- 
ping softly along in the dark, 
and claw Frances, the First 
Lady of the Land, out of the 
big crib, so that they could 
sleep in the soft blankets 
theirnaughty ‘6wnh selves! 


in its own crib. 
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TWO WILD-CAT BABI®S, 


et ae oe ae 


Barnes: Teoions vy g 
@ 2 From Ticland de aca ash 


Curly head and big blue eyes| He can build a little fire, 
Underneath his high-top hat, Boil potatoes in the pot, 
Dimples, freckles, laughter, tan, | And with Baby Bunting’s help, 
This is little Pat. Eat them smoking hot. 


Like a merry farmer-boy Up comes Piggy for a share, 
He can plant and he can dig, Baby Bunting laughs at that; 

Turn a lively somersault, “Sure, Piggy knows it’s good!” 
Dance an Irish jig. Says this merry Pat. 


A LITTLE HEAD OF A FAMILY. IQ 


A LITTLE HEAD OF A FAMILY. 


Little Kate woke up to a/is Miss Rose,” she said to 


day of cares the morning after 


INTRODUCING THE CHRISTMAS DOLLS, 


Christmas. “I shall prob'ly 
be in the play-room all the 
morning, she said to her 
mother at breakfast. ‘ You 
know I have a new fam'ly.” 
Kate was a pattern-child for 
order and politeness, and she 
minded 
rules’ in. her play. She care- 


all her “politeness- 
introduced her “new 
She led the young- 
est up to the others. “ This 


fully 
fam'ly.” 


them. “Rose, this is Miss 
Violet, your elderest sister. 
This gentleman is Mr. Ko 
Kum Ho, who will be your 
This 
cat is not a cat, but the Prin- © 
Ermine, an Enchanted 


I will leave you to 


escort when you go out. 


cess 
Princess. 
get acquainted now, as I have 
new clothes to make for each 
one of you.” 

She cut out four suits of 
clothes that morning, and her 
mother, passing the door, heard 


NEW SUITS FOR FOUR. 


her say, “I guess my mamma's 
glad°she ‘has only“me!” 


20 THE STORY OF BABYS BLANKET. 


THE STORY OF BABY’S BLANKET. 
Once a little Baby, | ves | 


On a sunny day, | 
Out among the daisies | 
Took his happy way. , ae | 
Little lambs were frisking 
In the fields so green, | 
While the fleecy mothers | dE 
All at rest were seen. Ze 


For a while the Baby 
Played and played and 
played ; 
Then he sat and rested 
In the pleasant shade. 
Soon a Sheep came near him, 
Growing very bold, 


And this wondrous story 
To the Baby told: 


THE STORY OF BABYS BLANKET. 21 


“Baby's little blanket, . 
Socks and worsted ball, 

Winter cap and mittens, 
And his flannels all, 

And his pretty afghan 
Warm and soft and fine, 


Once as wool were growing 
On this back of mine! 


“ And the soft bed blankets, 
For his cosey sleep, 
These were also given 
By his friends, the sheep.” 
Such the wondrous story 
That the Baby heard: 
Did he understand it ? 


Not a single word! 
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MY LITTLE VALENTINE, 


HOW TO CHOOSE A VALENTINE. 23 


HOW TO CHOOSE A VALENTINE. 


You may choose your Valentine — 

I have safely picked out mine; 

-This sunshiny little girl, 

Brownest eye and brownest curl, 
Bare her foot and bare her arm, 
Not a bow or frill to charm, 
Kitchen-child, as all may see— 
Why is she so dear to me? 

Don't you see that little Bess 

Helps herself to happiness ? 

Has no doll, but never cries: 

In her shawl an apple ties 
For a dolly’ big, round > 
Then the ragged shawl is spread 
Nice and smooth for dollys gown — 
Finest doll in all the town! 

See the apple-dolly pressed 

To the little mother-breast ! 

Dearest doll and dearest Bess! 

Here 1s perfect happiness. 
That's the kind of ee to get 
For a playmate and a pet — 
Let it rain, or let it shine, 
I shall love my Valentine! 


THE DISSATISFIED PRESENTS. 


JUDGE JACK-IN-—-THE-BOX MAKES HIS COMPLAINT. 


THE DISSATISFIED PRESENTS. 


One night, a month after 
Polly's 
met in the nursery. They had 


Christmas, Presents 
become dissatisfied, and wished 
to ask the Kittens 
Judge Jack-in-the-Box spoke 
for them. “ Weare only Christ- 
Presents,’ said he, “but 
we object to being given to 


Rich Children. 


advice. 


Mas 


us so soon! I am already left 
in my box for days at a time. 
If Miss Polly does not care for 
us, why does she not give us, 
while we are new, to some 
Poor Child who would _ play 
with us the year round?” 

The Kittens said it was a 


just complaint and that Miss 


They tire of . Polly should-be spoken to. 
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LITTLE AH LING’S PONY (1HE CHINESE, BUFFALQ). 
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GUY WOULD NOL HAVE 


GUYS POULTICE. 
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THE CLAY BOUND ON. 


GUYS POULTICE. 


One day, 


when Guy was 
in the garden, 
a big bumble- 


bee stung the 
his right hand. 


S 


“Oh! oh!” Guy screamed, 
running to his grandmamma. 


‘A big, bad bee has bited 


inside of 


me! it hurts; oh! how it 
hurts !” 

Grandmamma looked at the 
poor little palm and _ found 
it swelled hard and red. 

She said, “Guy must let 
mamma put a_ blue clay 
poultice on to draw out the 
But. Guy wouldnt. 


ache.” 


CUTTING DOLLY'S HAIR. 


He cried and pulled off 
the bandage just as fast as 
his mamma could put it on. 

‘Then Guy's mamma said, 
“There is more than one 
way to keep a plaster of 
wet clay on this little hand, 
till the ache is gone.” She 
gave Guy a great soft ball 
of blue clay dough. 

It was nice clay, and a 
great time Guy had with it, 
spatting cakes and 


27 


pies and lining tins, and 
then spatting the whole mass 
back into a big wet ball to 


make out of it queer dishes 


and dolls and dogs. His 
little hands, the well hand 
and the sick hand, were 


busy in the clay dough the 


whole forenoon, and when 


Guy's mamma looked at the 


The 
pain and swelling. had_ hid 


sick hand it was well. 


rolling | somewhere in the blue clay. 


CUTTING DOLLY'S HAIR. 


MAMMA KNOWS. 


Keep quiet, Edith Angeline; 
Surely, my child, you know 
The more you cut a person's hair 
The more the hair will grow. 


I] dare say in a week or two 
(Hush! I am making haste) 
"T will be in lovely golden curls 
Clear down)-below your waist. 


\ 
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THE STORY OF BABYS COTTON GOWN. 


F Sing ho! for the planter 
a Who planted the cotton, 
2\,, Sing ho! for the sunny fields 


Where it did grow! 


Sing ho! for the workers 


Who gathered the treasure 
From all the big buds 


As they burst with its snow! 


Sing ho! the good spinner 
Whose busy wheel turning 
Then spun out the cotton 


To thread strong and thin 


THE STORY OF BABYS COTTON GOWN. 


Sing ho! for the weaver 
Who wove them together 


Within his great loom — 
Oh! the clatter and din! 


Bam = Sing ho! for the merchant 
an Who sold the new cotton 


To many a mother 
In city and town. 


alan 


er 


Sing ho! for the mothers 
And babies together, 


For baby is dressed 
In a new cotton gown. 
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1 WONPBR?” 


“HOW DOES MY GRANDMA DO THIS, 


BABYS DREAM OF SPRING. — GOING TO GRANDPAS. 31 


BABYS DREAM OF SPRING. 


The Baby woke from her little nap 
And ran to climb in her mamma's lap. 
“TI have had a pretty dream,” she said, 
“All by myself .in my crib-sy bed. 

Our flowers all came back to their stalks 
Right up and down by the garden walks, 
And I heard our birds and heard our bees, 
And all the apples were on the trees! ” 
“And it will come true!” the mamma said 
As she kissed the Baby’s wondering head. 


BABY TELLS HER DREAM. 


GOING TO GRANDPA’S. 


We are driving along 
By the railroad track — 
See the wheels go over 
And over and back! 
To grandpa’s were going 
To visit all day, 
And our wheels keep rolling 
And rolling away ! 

Toot! toot! there’s the whistle! 
Hear the flag-man cry! 
We must stop while the train 

Goes thundering by ! 


DANGER AHEAD! 
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Senorita Teresita — With her laces, and her graces, 
Could a little name be sweeter? | And her little dancing paces, 
Has two eyes as black as jet, | She is such a dainty maid 


Curly ringlets blacker yet. Baby Bun is half afraid. 
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Sweetly singing to the ringing | And the airy Spanish fairy 

Of her soft guitar, or swinging | Is demure and shy and wary ; 
To and fro her fleecy fan Sothey sit with bashful cheek — ! 
\s a Spanish lady can, Which willbe the first to speak ? | 
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Hd beet city 
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BABY’S KIND BIG BROTHER. 


34. WHAT A LITILE SISTER DID. 


WHAT A LITTLE SISTER DID. 


JOHNNY. 


One day, last winter, Johnny 
and Edith were all alone up 
stairs. Mamma was down in 
the pantry skimming milk, 
Aunt Helen had gone for 
a sleigh-ride, papa was busy 
in the barns and Clara and 
Ralph were at school. 

Johnny is two years old 
and Edith is six. Johnny 
in his little bed, and 
Edith sat reading in the up- 
stairs sitting-room. 

There was a _ big fire 


blazing in the open. stove. 


WaS 


Mammass thimble lay on top 
of the stove. Johnny had 
just got up, and as he ran out 
into the sitting-room he saw 
the thimble and stepped on to 
the stove-hearth to reach it. 
A bright flame shot out and 
lapped his little night-gown. 
In a minute he was all in a 
blaze. Oh! how he screamed! 

Edith looked up and saw 


her little brother was afire. 


EDITH. 


} 


WHAT A LITTLE SISTER DID. 


There wasn’t time to run 


35 


when mamma came running 


for mamma, or to scream for | up stairs to see what that 


papa, or to dance up and 
down, crying, “Oh, dear! oh, 
dear!” There was just time 
for her to spring to the great, 
heavy, hooked hearth-rug on 
which Johnny stood, to catch 
up one end of it in her two 
stout, little hands, holding 
it high before her, and to 
flop the big, heavy, woolen 
thing right over him. 

It pitched him flat, but the 
rug covered him all over. 

“Tt just sniffed that blaze 
right out, mamma, Edith said, 


scream meant. 

She doubled back the rug 
and found Johnny under it, 
safe, but with little singes on 
his chin and wrists, and the 
front of his night- 
gown gone, and a 
great blister on 
his little stomach! 

Edith had a big 
wax doll for her 
birth-day gift — a 
and do you not "PITS PRESENT. 
think she deserved it? Little 
Johnny is sure she did. 


Hippity-hop! Thanksgiving’s gone by, 


And Christmas, too, and we're(not)dm a pie! 


36 THE STORY OF BABYS SHOES. 


THE STORY OF 


‘Mong the mountains far away, 

Nibbling, browsing all the day, 

Lived a kid with fine soft 
skin — 


Good for shoes for Babykin. 


So the farmer, first, with speed 

Sent the kid for Baby’s need ; 

Then the tanner tanned the 
skin 


For the sake of Babykin. 


Clip! the cobbler’s shears did 
80, 
Clip! clip! clip! round top 


to toe; 


BABY’S SHOES. 
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THE STORY OF BABYS SHOES. 


So he cut the leather thin 
Shaping shoes for Babykin. 


Tap! tap! tap! upon the last; 
Stitch and stitch so strong and 
fast ; 


Thus the cobbler made the skin 
Into shoes for Babykin. 


And when Baby's toes peeped 
through 

Dainty socks of pink and blue, 

Kid shoes, shiny, soft and thin, 

Mamma bought for Babykin. 
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38 | SHADOW PICTURES FOR THE BABIES. 


CHE ANGRY BWAS. THE JOCKEY ON HORSEBACK, 


THE SODDIER LAUGHING. 


A LAMPLIGHT ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE NURSERY. 


‘Tis the Baby's Show, and well all go in! 
You can pay with a kiss or perhaps with a pin! 
Papa is a wizard and mamma's a witch, 

When either commands—no matter which— 
The horses and cats and soldiers and _ all 

Leap out from the dark and,.walkoom|the wall! 


WHAT BABY DID. —TWO MARKET GAREDNERS. 39 


WHAT BABY DID. 


The ginger-jar stood snugly hid, 

And this is what the Baby did: 

He climbed to where the dainties are, 

And, reaching for that hidden jar, 

He thrust his naughty fingers in it! 

But he repented it next minute. 

A little mouse had just then come; 

He thought it was a sweetmeat crumb— 

And fell to nibbling Baby’s thumb: | 
Tweak! squeak! ‘ : 
Shriek! shriek! ell 


TWO MARKET GARDENERS. 


Said Joey to Neddy, 

“Lets get the ground ready; 
With our rakes and our hoes, 
Well cultivate rows 

Of peas and of beans 

And posies and greens, 

To get us a penny— 

For now weve not any!” 


“Wr’LL EARN A PENNY.” 
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His face 1s very brown, Such dainty jars he has, 
This funny little man; Such fans and parasols, 

He wears a flowery gown Such cunning tiny cups, 
From far Japan. And O such dolls! 


He clicks his wooden shoes And then, so very kind 
‘And bows to Baby Bun, And so polite is he, 

And many pretty things He brings her on a tray 
Shows, one by one. A cup _of_jtea. 


Hae tne | 
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BABY BEARS AT PLAYS 


OLD AZS STAMP. 


OLD AZ’S STAMP. 


“OLD AZ.” 


Azis Aunt Jane's big hand- 
some white cat. He 1s a great 
pet, and sleeps on the best 
cushion in the best chair. 

He loves to walk across the 
piano keys to hear the music 
he makes. When he comes to 
the bass-note keys, he pounds 
his hind feet down hard, so to 


make a big noise. If he gets 
shut out of doors, he will jump 
up and strike the latch till the 
door opens. 

Old Az loves butterand when 
Aunt Jane churns, he is sure 
to be near. He knows she 
will give him crumbs of butter 
when she 1s working it. 

One day Aunt Jane carried 
her butter-board full of nice, 
golden balls into the milk-room. 
She spread a square of thin 
cloth over the butter. She did 
not notice that old Az scud in 
and hid under the shelves. 

When Aunt Jane had gone 
out, Az jumped on to the shelf 
and walked across the butter 
board. His big, heavy feet 
stamped the butter with deep 
Every toe-mark was 


there. The 


Aunt Jane’s butter balls. was 


tracks. 
clover-leaf on 


OUR PORTRAIT PAINTER. 


43 


not stamped _ half so plainly as 
old Azs stamp. | 

Aunt Jane had company to 
tea. The girl brought in the 
butter and did not see its new 
trade-mark. When the butter 
was passed, every one stared 
at the plate and said, “No, I 


“WHAT SHALL I DRAW?” 


Aunt Jane was 
surprised. She said, “ Now, 
do try some of my nice butter;” 
but when she saw Az's track 
on the golden ball, she set the 
plate behind the cake basket 
and said no more about her 
“nice butter.” 


thank you.” 
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44 THE STORY OF BABYS SASH. 


THE STORY OF BABY’S SASH. 


gift 
Beautiful as may be — 


Such a dainty silken sash! 
We must thank her, Baby. 


“No, said Grandmamma, “for I 
From the Merchant bought it.” 
“Thank me not,’ the Mer- 
chant said, | 
“Twas the Weaver brought it.” 


Grandmamma has bought a i” 
| 
| 


“Thanks to me/” the Weaver 
cried, 
“T can scarce believe it! 


“Twas the Dyer gave the silk, 
And / did but weave it.” 


To the Dyer, then, well go 
Many thanks bestowing: 
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“Forthe saskh/ Why, I gave 
naught 
But its colors glowing.” 


“Nor to me your thanks be- 
long,” 

Quickly said the Spinner ; 

“But I think I know the one 

Who should be their winner. 


“ All the silken thread so fine — 
Listen now !— I found it 

In a Silkworm’s small cocoon, 
And from there unwound it!” 


Here, then, was the sash begun; 
So, though strange it may be, 
‘Twas the Silkworm, after all, 
Gave the sash to Baby. 
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BABY’S TROUBLES. 


There once was a Baby 
_ Who wanted to play, 
But Kitty and Doggy 
Had both run away. 
His blocks tumbled over, 
His lamb wouldn't squeak, 
And out of his dolly 
The sawdust wou/d leak. 


His drum had a hole in, 
His soldiers wou/d fall, 
He'd broken his wagon, 
And lost his nice ball; 
His “ Jumbo” was stupid, 
His gun wouldn't shoot, 
His reins were all tangled, 
His horn wouldn't “toot ” ! 


And Nursie was busy, 
And mamma was out — 

So there was poor Baby 
Almost in a pout, 

When in came Big Sister: 
“Oh! Baby, just look! 

I've brought something for you, 
A nice picture book!” 


And then little Baby 

Had such a good time, 
Forgetting his troubles 

In picture and rhyme, 
And stories that Baby 

Could well understand — 
For Sister had bought him 


Anew “BABYLAND |! 
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This little Scottish laddie He marches like a soldier, 
Lives up among the hills; The chieftain of his clan; 
He tends his sheep and cattle | He has a shining bugle 

Where run the mountain rills.| And blows it like a man. 


Ile wears a cap and tartan| He plays upon his bag-pipes 
As gaudy as you please, Until the echoes ring, 

A petticoat of woolen And teaches Baby Bunting 
That reaches to his knees. | To dance thedHighland Fling. 
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THRE JOYRPUL ONES. 


The joyful boy is little Peter, 
The joyful girl is little Polly, 
The joyful baby’s name 1s Nelly, 
And joyful Nelly owns the dolly, 
And all three own the doggy — 
Dear little Jippity the Jolly. 


Above there sits a little robin; | 

Heseesthe joyfulchildren winging; 

“What keeps their nest,’ he sits 
and wonders, 

“ A-swinging so, and swinging, 
swinging?” 

He wonders if that barking 

Can be the doggy’s way of singing! 


But hold the ropes so firm, so steady, 

For should you just let go, my 
Polly, , 

Then down would tumble joyful 
Peter : 

On little Nelly and her dolly, 

And they'd fall out head-foremost 

Right on dear Jippity the Jolly! 


“ROLLER. AND 


“ROLLER” AND 


How did we come to name 
our kitties “Roller” 
“Ditto ? 

It was this way. 


and 


Everywhere we went our 
kitties followed us. One day 
when our kitties ran after us 
in the flower-garden our little 
yellow-and-white kitty rolled 
over and over in the bed of 
pinks. Nannie said, “ Let’s 
call him ‘ Roller’ because he 
rolls in the pinks.” 


“DITTO. —TOO LITTLE TO PLAY. 


51 


“DITTO.” 


And what do you suppose 
the little gray kitty did then? 
A ——— 
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rolled in 
the pinks 
just like 
“Roller;” 
and Jen- 
nie said, 
“O, Nannie, I know what we'll 
do; well call him ‘ Ditto.’ ’ 

Don't you think they are 
cute names? 


TOO LITTLE TO PLAY. 


“Ring-rolly! ring- 
rolly!" crowed little 
Rob-baby. 
He tried to 

iN spring out of 
mamma s 
arms. When 
he saw the big round hoops 


roll along, and saw Sue and 
Joe run after them, he felt 
just as a_ kitten 
feels when it sees 
a spool or ball roll 
—he tossed his 
little hands, and 
said.“ Ring-rolly? ring-rolly!”’ 
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THE STORY OF BABY’S MUG. 


Silver comes to Baby soon — 


Silver mug and silver spoon: 
Sing a song of silver! 


With a mountain first begin, 
Where the silver hides within: 
Sing a song of silver! 


Dull and rough the rocks ap- 
pear ; 
Who would think a treasure 
here ? | 
Sing a song of silver! 


Sing the mines as dark as 
night, 
Sing the miner's little light : 


ing a song of silver! 


Digging, digging, day by day, 


Oo® 2? 
So the miner works away : 


Sing a song of silver‘ 


. 
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Swinging, from the mines be- 


low, 
Up the loaded baskets go: 
Sing a song of silver! 


Sing the fire's flash and roar, 
Silver gleams in melting ore: 
Sing a song of silver! 


Silver sleeping in the mould, 
And the rest is quickly told: 


eres Sing a song of silver! 
ILVIERWA! 
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Shapen ts the silver soon— 


Silver mug or silver spoon: 
Sing a song of silver! 
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““SISTER’S LITTLE DARLING!” 


NAN S MORNING WITH BABY. 


““BABY SHALL HAVE A RIDE.” ‘““WHAT! WANT TO RIDE MORE?” 


NAN’S MORNING WITH BABY. 


“7 can take care of him!” 
said Nan, the day mamma 


“HOW HEAVY HE Is.” 


wished to go to 
town. “I know 
Ican. It'sjustto 
play with him 
and feed him 
and give him his 
nap.” 

So mamma 
went. The pict- 
ures show how 


Baby and Nan 


spent the morning. Baby at 
once wished to walk about 
—“ Walk-y!” he said. So they 
went “walk-y, walk-y,” until 
every part of the house had 
been visited. Then he wished 


‘“DOES BABY_SEE_JUMPING—JACK ?” 


NAN S MORNING WITH BABY. 


to be “took up” and go 
“walk-y.” So Nan carried him 
“walk-y;” first in her arms, 


then on one shoulder, then on 


the other. Baby did not tire of 


that kind of “walk-y:” Nan did. 


“Now we will see the play- 


““WALK-Y, WALK-Y!” 


things,” Nan gaily said. But 
to balls, tops and jumping-jacks 
Baby said, ‘‘ No, walk-y!”. 

“ Sister will undress him and 
give him his bread and milk,” 
said Nan, “and then he shall 
have a nice nap.” | 

But Baby gave a quick kick 
with his naughty little fat foot, 
and off the table went the 


“nwo! NO! WALK-yY!” 


bowl of bread and milk, crash / 


and off Nan’s lap went Baby. 


ae 


“VaAH-YAH! YAH! YAH!” 


In the picture we see how 
mamma found Baby and Nan. 


WHEN MAMMA CAME, 


Little Katrinka Van Tink, Skimming therich yellow cream, 
A rosy Dutch lassie, you see, | Churning, the butter to make: 
Is merry from morning to night | When Baby Bunting would try, 
And busy as busy can be. O, how her shoulders do ache! = 


Washing the dishes so clean, |“ Little Dutch women all work, | 
Rubbing up tables and chairs; | That is the reason, I think, | 
Polishing kettles and pans We are so merry and strong,” 


Bright as the mirrors up-stairs. | Says little Katrinka Van Tink. — 


— 
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“ALL IN WHITE.’ 


MAMMA’S GAME. 


As the day slips away, 
Let me tell you what to play: 


Leave your toys, girls and _ boys, 
Come without a bit of noise. 


Off with clothes — Nursie knows 
What's the costume I propose. 


“All in white?” That is right! 
Now the bedroom candles light. 


Jump in here —never fear — 
Play you are a sailor, dear. isitzecby' 


LITTLE PETERS PUNISHMENT. 


In this boat you may float 
Off to Slumberland remote. 


Then wee Fred wisely said, 


“Ho! your play means ‘go to bed. 


> 99 


LITTLE PETER’S PUNISHMENT. 


Little Peter Piper liked to 
tease his three big sisters, and 
one day he hid their hats so 
that they could not find them 
and could not go to school. 

“Peter, we will punish you 
for this,” the three sisters said. 

How do you think they did 
it? The girls knew that their 
little brother thought it was 
very silly “to play with dolls ;” 


so they made him sit on the | 


piazza settee for half an hour 


and hold “ Miss Baby,’ the big 
wax doll, and hedid not dare 


sit there and keep fast hold all 


let her fall either: so he had to ' the whilecof,the- little wax arm. 
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THE STORY OF BABY’S PLATE. 


Near and far away 

First he sought for clay 
Till the finest he had found, 
And this finest, finer ground. 


Then, with careful hand, 
Measured marl and sand; 
Softened all with water, then 
Mixed and ground, and ground 

again. 


Ready then, the clay 
Tough and plastic lay, 
Till beside his wheel he stood 
Where he shaped it as he 


would. 


Swift his wheel did turn, 

Shaping vase or urn; 
Toiled the Potter, early, late, 
Shaping pitcher, cup or plate. 


When they all were done, Be oN 
Then he dried each one; ia ee | 
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Packed in ovens all, to bake— | sia 
Harder still the clay to make. a 
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Harder grew the clay, : a) | 
While, both night and day, a | 
Faithful men the fires fed, | ine 
Kept them glowing fiercely red. ™ eh, 

; enemas 
When the clay had grown ii ae es 
Firm and hard as stone, ia fl on el 

‘Neath the Potter’s hand there | |) oN ~~ 
grew EDS % ;, 

Other wonders strange and | , Rs 
new. 


Dipped in glazing white 
Soon the ware shone bright! 
Decked with patterns gilt and 
gay "Bh 
One could scarcely think it | gamma 


clay! 


Furnace heat again 
Hardened all, and then | 
Finished was the labor great — = MIC y 1S “ail 
There was Baby’s China Plate! OO28'C ee 


A GOOD TIME FOR ‘THE BABIES; 
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HOW MARJORIE BEHAVED. 


All little 
boys and girls 
know what it 1s 
to “get up the 
wrong way. 
Marjorie knew 

and she did 

not enjoy 

herself those 
days, although 
she tried to do 
so by having 


MARJORIE. 


her own way in 
everything. On those “ wrong” 
days she did not like to play 
inthe house. She knew very 
well that she should say to her 
mamma “I w///” and “I will 
not!” innaughty, naughty tones. 
So she would take her little 
pet dog, Duke, and go away by 
herself in the garden. 

One of those “wrong” days 
Marjorie was out a long time. 


When mamma looked, there 
was no Marjorie in the garden. 
But she saw her in the street, 


walking slowly, with her head 
down. Duke with his big red 
ribbon, and his head and tail 
drooping, trotted behind her. 
They both showed that they 
knew they were doing wrong. 
At mamma's voice the pro- 
cession halted. Marjorie came 
back as far as the gate and 
then, O dear! such a noise! 
The crying set Duke to bark- 
ing, and the tears ran down her 
face in floods so fast that she 
stopped crying and >< 

leaned over so that tae 
they could drop on af ‘A 

the pavement, where 5 
they made quite a DUKE. 
respectable shower —and that 
was the end of it. Now was 
not that‘a*funny way to behave? 
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Little Mustapha He tells Baby Bunting 
Sits at his ease The way she may tread 

Cross-legged on a cushion, And balance a pitcher 
As grave as you please ; Upon her bright head; 


Beside him a tray-full He gives her a scarf, 
Of oranges ripe, All of beautiful work, 
And in his brown fingers That she may remember 


His father’s long pipe. Mustapha, the Turk. 
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THE HEN THAT PLAYED HIDE AND SEEK. 


THE HEN THAT PLAYED HIDE AND SEEK. 


Bobby had no one to play | Now open your eyes! Can 
with. Even old nurse Nora / you see the pea?” 
must shell the peas, and at No, Bobby did not see the 
last Bobby sat down and cried. | pea. 

“Come here,’ said old Nora| “TI see it,” said’ Nora. 
then. “Shut your eyes and I “Now I see it, too,’ said 
will hide a pea for you to find. | Bobby. “It is by your shoe.” 
I, 2 3,4, 5,6, 7, 8 9, 10!| Soitwasjoofhen Bobby hid 


WHAT KITTY THOUGHT. 67 


the pea, near a pail; but the door: and in the coop he 

Bobby's hen came and ate it | saw a warm white egg. 

before Nora could find. it. “Cut, cut, cut!” said the hen, 
“Cut, cut, cut!” said the hen. | “he’s found it! found it! 
“ What did she say, Nora?” | Bobby's found it!” 

asked Bobby. But Bobby dropped. the egg 
“Cut, cut, cut!” said the hen. | and cracked it, and then Nurse 
“1 think,” said Nora, ‘‘the | Nora poured the pretty gold 

hen wants to play with us. | and white out on a plate, and 

Instead of a pea she has hid-| made Bobby a wee omelette; 

den an egg for you to find.” and the hen sat on Nora's 
Bobby looked in a box, and | chair-back and said “ Cut, cut, 

in a pail, and in the coop by | I hid it! and he found it!” 


WHAT KITTY THOUGHT. 


This round red ball all full of air 
That I must toss with so much care — 
They say it is a toy balloon; 

J think it is a baby-moon, 

/ think it is a real sky-thing, 

And should I loose its little string 
“Twould rise and sail up high, and high, 
And grow a great moon in the sky! 
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THE STORY OF BABY’S BREAD. 


(The mother speaks.) —_— AL CARE | 
Help, Neighbors, help! Se 7h, 

Forourbread, good Neighbors, | y. | 

Please to lend your labors — pat ¢ 
Help, Neighbors, help! Sed LA 
Drive, Plowman, drive! SS 


Keep the plowshare steady, 
Make the wheat field ready — 


Drive, Plowman, drive! 


Speed, Farmer, speed! 
Sow the wheat and tend it, 


To the Miller send it— 
“Speed, Farmer, speed! 


, 44) Grind, Miller, grind! coe 
By the mill-stream s power egies ie ie 


Grind the wheat to flour— 
i Grind, Miller, grind! 


THE STORY OF BABYS BREAD, 


Haste, Baker, haste! 
Here's the flour — take it, 
Sift and mix and bake it— 

Haste, Baker, haste! 


(The neighbors speak.) 


See, Mother, see ! 

By our labors granted, 

Here's the bread you wanted — 
See, Mother, see ! 


(The mother speaks again.) 
Thanks, Neighbors, thanks ! 


Baby, too, un-knowing, 
Many thanks is owing — 


Thanks, Neighbors, thanks! 
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IN THE WORK-BASKET. 


Some one wanted a pretty bed 

And didnt stop to ask it; 

"Twas Frisk, this kitten, we found 
to-day 


Asleep in mammas basket. 


The linen thread and scarlet yarn ANI 

She had tangled all together, TOURROU OGUET™ 
Had chewed the bow on the needle-book 
And scratched its pretty leather ; 


Had crumpled Nellie’s muslin dress 

And pushed the scissors through it — 

It really was a puzzle how 
A little cat could do it! 


She'd torn a piece of mamma's lace; 

Indeed it was quite shocking! 

And then lain down to take her 
nap, 

Be eee Her head on Johnny’s stocking. 


| 
| 
| 
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AT THE SEA SHORE. 


AT THE SEA SHORE. 


Lit) Us eR een 2077) en HYP 


“ The tide is in— we cant go out!” 

Down on the beach the children cry ; 
Behind the safety-rope they wait 

And watch the white surf breaking high. 


“The tide is out — we can go in!” 
And off the shoes and stockings fly ; 

Star-fish and crabs, sea-weed and shells, 
Upon the smooth wet sand: they spy. 
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oy Fim m tl Africa 
Merry eyes and dancing Joyously she dances, 
Has this little girl ; Gaily sings and plays; 
Teeth as white as ivory, . Baby Bunting likes her 
Hair of closest curl. For her merry ways. 


On her head a turban “Shall we have some music?’ 
She has put, for fun, Loud she drums the pan— 

Tied it like her mother's Black and blithe and cheery 
Big and splendid one. Little African |! 
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A LETTER 


A FISH STORY.- 


A FISH STORY. 


THE PATIENT CHILDREN. 


Little Jyp and Joe had tried 
all the vacation to catch a fish. 
Every morning they took their 
little fish poles and went out 
and sat down by grandpa's big 
pond and cast in their Jines and 
kept still, and did not speak a 
word for ten long minutes. 
But no chub, no perch, not even 
a minnow, would bite, and Jyp 
and Joe thought that grandpa’s 
fish were very selfish. It was 
the last day of the visit and 
they had come down to fish in 
the pond for the last time. 


“Good-by, you 
stingy fish!” said Joe. 

“ Good-by, you un- 
kind fish!” said Jyp, 
with a vexed little 
twitch of her line, as 
she jumped up —and, 
what do you think? 
As she twitched her line out, 
there was a silver gleam and 
twinkle up in the air, and a fat 
little chub came flying right 
around Jyp’s hat, and hit her 
cheek with its wet side! 

Joe looked on with big eyes. 


“Tt is a fish! it zs/ It is, 
I say! Hurrah! We have 
caught a fish!” They ran to 


the house as fast as they could, 
the fish, hook and all, in Jyp’s 
fat little hand. 

“A fish! a fish!” they just 


screamed as they came in sight. 


MAMMA S CORONATION. 75 


Grandpa and grandma and | blew and they were too late for 
papa and mamma came out to | the train, and so had to stay 
see — and they were so excited | until the next day! Yes, they 
over that fish, that. the whistle | really and truly did! 


MAMMA’S CORONATION. 


I've made a pretty crown, 
And my mamma's the queen; 
It has some buds of red 
And finelarge leaves of green. 


Mamma — O, she can do 
So many, many things — 

She reads my story books, 
My little songs she sings; 


She bakes my little pies, 
My lovely sugar cakes ; 
And all my pretty suits 


My darling mamma makes: 


She is the best mamma 
All up and down the town; 
And she each day shall have 


A very nice new crown! 


76 THE STORY OF BABYS PLAY—THINGS. 


THE STORY OF BABY’S PLAY-THINGS. 


Said the Ivory Ring: 


“T can tell a strange thing 


That perhaps you don't know; : 
But — a long time ago — 
In an Elephant’s tusk did this : 

ivory grow. : 


Said the new Noah's Ark 

With its animals: “Hark! 

If your wooden toys please, 

You must thank the good 
Trees, 

For they give all the wood to 
make such things as these.” 


Said the big Rubber Ball : 
“ Yes, and that 1s not all! 
For a Tree far away 


Gave its sap — so they say — 
To make soft rubber toys for 


the wee Babies’ play.” 


THE STORY OF BABYS PLAY—THINGS. i | 


ea Said the little Tin Pail: 


“And now I'll tell a tale! 
Twas the Miner who found 
: Me at first underground, ae oe 
And the Tinsmith who made ! ron BABY 
me so shiny and round.” 


Said the pretty pink Shell ; 

“ Many things I could tell 

Of the wonderful Sea 

Where my home used to be, 

And the queer little creature 
who once lived in me!” 


Baby dear, it is true! 

All mankind works for you ; 
And the Creatures and Trees, 
And the Earth and the Seas, 
One and all give up something 


the Baby to please. 
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This is Ching, the Chinaman, | He and Baby Bun shall have 


Little fat Ching Lee ; ‘Something very nice: 
He can help the workmen Each a pair of little sticks 
Carry home the tea. And a bowl of rice. 


Funny little eyes he has, | Little Ching eats very fast, 
And a funny queue | His is gone so soon; 


Hanging from his pointed hat 
Almost to his shoe. | J should like a spoon!” 


“Deary me!” says Baby Bun. 
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TRUMP AND HERO. — BABY BUNS RIDE. 


TRUMP AND HERO. 


We have two horses, Hero and Trump — 


I think that their names are funny ; 
My papa bought them; I s’pose he paid 

As much as a dollar in money. 
Trump is ready to pull so steady 

With never a bit of prancing ; 
But Hero goes on his tip-top-toes 

And likes to be always dancing. 


— 


BABY BUN'’S RIDE. 
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BABY BUN RIDING “LIGHTNING.” 


Baby Bun rode out to-day on 
his new horse “ Lightning,” 


to see the sights in the great 
world. He rode down the 
garden-path, ten miles or less, 
and home again. And what 
did Baby Bun see as he rode 
on and on? Baby Bun saw 
the most astonishing things; 
he saw two bees in one rose, 
three kittens asleep in a heap, 
and a little chicken standing 
on the mother he : .ck as 


shesat: in_thesic. 
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TOMMY'S STORY. 


Once there was a kitten, 
A tiny little kitten. 
You wouldn't think — but he's my great big cat! 
Yes, he was once a kitten, 
A tiny little kitten, 
Though now he 1s so very big and fat. 


He began by growing, 

And he kept on a-growing. 
He grew, and grew, and grew, with all his might. 

He did it all by growing, | 

And he still keeps a-growing — 
The sight of him must give the mice a fright ! 


Don't you think this kitten 
A truly smart young kitten, 
To know the way to get to be a cat? 
He was my own, own kitten. 
He was the very kitten 
This story is about! Just think of that! 


&4 THE STORY OF BABYS PICTURE—BOOX. 


THE STORY OF BABY’S PIC1tURE-BOOK. 


One day I went strolling — 
And what did I see? 
A man who was busy 


As busy could be. 


They called him an Artist, 
And all that he saw 

He could with his pencil 
Most cunningly draw. 


Cats, kittens and doggies, 
Birds, butterflies, bees, 
Hens, chickens and horses, 
And flowers and trees, 


THE STORY OF BABYS PICTURE--bOOK. 85 


And houses and churches, 
And sun, moon and stars, 
And sailboats and steamships, 

And engines and cars, 


And people and children, 
At work and at play, 
This Artist could draw 


In a wonderful way ! 


And why he was working 
From morning till night 
Was just to make pictures 


For Baby's delight! 


LITTLE HASTY—WASTY. — TO LONDON TOWN. 87 


LITTLE HASTY-WASTY. 


Little Hasty-Wasty was not a bad boy —oh, no! 
but he never could wait to do things at the right 
time. He would always meet papa at the door 
and tell all the nice surprises, and he gave his 
Christmas gifts as soon as he bought them, 
because he could not wait for Christmas day. 
And once, when it was very warm, he put on his 
new fur cap and coat and wore them to school be- 
cause he could not. wait for a cold day, and all the 


children laughed at foolish little Hasty-Wasty. 


To London Town, to London Town, we 
And Kit goes down to London Town, and baby too, and Fan; 
To London Town, to London Town, 
We children all are journeying down 
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Bonny little Jeanne, Skillfully she weaves 
How her black eyes dance! Lovely pillow-lace, 
Loves the sunny fields Makes her courtesy low 

Of her native France. ! With a modest grace. 


~ 


pase 


Loves its deep blue skies, So polite is she, 
And its vineyards fair, Little black-eyed Jeanne, 
Where the purple grapes Smiling Baby Bun 


Sweeten all the air. Courtesies. back again. 
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“I GOT MY SHOE OFF, ALL ALONE, MY;\OWNDSELR £” 


gO WASHING-DAY.—LITTLE TOMMY 'S DREAM. 


W ASHING-DAY. 


Restless little Yi-Yi — 
Where, O, shall he take her? 
Naughty little Yi-Yi— 
Shall he kiss or shake her ? 


Fretting little Ya-Ya, 
Screaming on his shoulder, 
Squirming little Ya-Ya — 
How, O, shall he hold her? 


Soapy-soapy-sudsy ! Up and down a-Monday, 
Busy Monday-mother ! All to help his mother, 
Who shall tend the babies ? Round about he trudges — 


Where's the Monday-brother > Bless the little brother! 


LITTLE TOMMYS DREAM. 


When Tommy came down “Why, what is the matter, 
stairs the morning after Thanks- | Tommy ?” said mamma. 
giving there was nota smile to| “I had a dream, mamma, 


be seen on his dear little face. | Tommy said.,| Do you know, 


LITTLE TOMMY S DREAM. 


mamma, if any kind of animal 
or fowl eat us ?” 

“Eat us! Why, no,” said 
mamma; “none that we know, 
not any tame ones." 

“Well,” said Tommy, “I 
guess, maybe, perhaps, that 
turkeys and chickens think that 
people are all wild beasts.” 

“Well, Tommy,’ said mam- 
ma, with a queer look at her 
little boy, “some turkeys might 
think so of some people.” 
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Tommy hung hishead. He 
had chased the big Thanks- 
giving turkey, the day they 
tried to catch him, with shouts 
and screams and_ sticks and 
He liked to see the 
big fowl run and flap his wings 
and to hear him gobble. 


stones. 


Poor scared turkey ! 

And then, too, Tommy had 
“had a dream, as he said, and 
he was sure he knew how the 
turkey felt. 

He did not tell the dream to 
mamma, and I will not tell you. 
But you can see in the picture 
what it was. —Yommy has made 
up his mind never again to act 


va like a“ wild beast’ to any poor 


turkey, or to anything smaller 


————— 
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THE STORY OF BABYS CRIB. 


There once was a Tree, Baby 
dear, 
And it grew and grew 
Till the sky so blue 
Seemed right at its top, Baby 
dear. 


A Man brought an ax, Baby 
dear, 
And _ he 
chopped | 
Till the branches dropped 
And crash! fell the tree, Baby 


dear. 


chopped and 


Away to the mill, Baby dear, 
Did the Tree go then, 
And the busy Men 

Sawed it up into boards, Baby 

- dear. 


THE STORY OF BABY'S CRIB. 


THE STORY OF BABYS CRIB 93 


The Carpenter worked, Baby = ->-—————_- 
dear, | 
With a saw again, | 
And his hammer and plane, 
And made you a Crib, Baby | 
dear. | 


Papa brought it home, Baby | 
dear ; 
And so, from the Tree 
There has come, you see, 


Your own little Crib, Baby ' 
dear! 
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MAMMA’S GARLAND 


PUSSY SPOKE TOO! 


A VERY NAUGHTY LITTLE BOY. 


PUSSY SPOKE TOO! 


“ How can he, oh, how can he ?” 
Cried sobbing little Nanny, 
As pussy’s tail and whiskers too 
Johnny pulled till he made him mew. 
‘“ How can I, oh, how can I? 
It doesn't hurt him, Nanny! 
This is the way I do it—see! 
“Tis just as easy as it can be!” 
Then pussy jumped! right on he 
Sprang, and scratched poor Johriny.!.-. 
“ This is the way J/ do it — see |! 


"Tis just as easy as it can be!” » Google 
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Where the mountains rise With his knife he carves 
Steep and snowy-clad, Toys and trifles fine, 

In his cabin lives And for Baby Bun 
Jacques, the Switzer lad. Makes a doll of pine. 


so ps 


Like a goat he climbs, “Ho! Toho!” he cries: 
Nimble, swift and strong ; All the keen air thrills. 
Up and down the hills Ho! for merry Jacques, 


Rings his merry song. And the Alpine hills! 


Lidited by the Editors of WiDE AWAKE. 
December, 188o. D. LoTHRoP CoMPANY, Publishers, Boston, Mass. §0 cts. a year. 
: Wok ALM; Ne. iz. Copyright, 1889, by D. LorHrop Company. 5 cts. a number, 


a oe 


" 
= 
Pate Se 


; , jeg 
rae So, i sighs 
ee 


aa 
rT 


| SANTA CLAUS’ LITTLE BOY, 


98 BABY S SAD CHRISTMAS. 


BABYS SAD CHRISTMAS. 


Do you not feel sorry for any one who has a sad Christmas ? 
Our Baby had a very sad one last year, and the saddest part 
was that it was all her own fault. 

When Baby first saw her stocking in 
the morning, she was so glad that she 
jumped up and down for joy, and spatted 
her little hands together; but her joy did 
not last long, and I will tell you why — 
because her sister Dedie, who is four years 
old, had such a big, beautiful Santa Claus 
doll, with a fur cloak and a Chritsmas Tree in 
his arms, that when Baby saw it she could 
not look at her own presents any more. 

And she had so many of them! Four 
dolls, a Noah’s ark, picture-books, and all 
sorts of things that she likes. But she 
made up her naughty little mind that she 
would not play with anything but Dedie’s 
big Santa Claus doll in the fur cloak. 
Now Dedie is a very kind big sister, and 
always gives up to the Baby, but mamma 
said Baby could not have the Santa Claus 
— doll—she must play with her own. But 
oz amp nex pou, poor Baby wouldn't play with, anything 


A CHRISTMAS GAME. 99 


all day, and cried and cried and 
cried for Dedie’s Santa Claus doll. 

But late in the afternoon Baby 
went with them all to a real Christ- 
mas Tree at her aunty’s house, and 
there the first thing that was taken 
off the beautiful Tree was a lovely 


doll, as large as Dedie's, dressed “BYE, BABY DEAR!” 
like Mrs. Santa Claus, and made of stuff that wouldn’t break, 
with real hair and a fur bonnet and cloak. 

So poor Baby went home happy, hugging ‘Mrs. Santa Claus 
in both her little fat arms; and ever since Christmas that doll 
has slept in the best cradle, beside Baby's own bed, furs and 
all sometimes, and often, long after she ought to be asleep, I 


hear Baby all alone in the dark, singing, ‘“ Bye, baby dear!” 


Ho, ho, litthe boy! are you a rabbit? 
Hop, then, hop! 

Here's a sugar-plum, hop and grab it! 
Hop, now, hop! 

See, we scatter you Christmas-candy! 
Come, now, hop! 

Ha, ha! at hopping you are not handy! 


You may stop! 3392643 
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THE STORY OF BABY’S PILLOW. 


These are the Eggs that were 
put in a nest; 
These are the Goslings in yel- 


low down drest. 


This is the Farm-yard where, 
living in peace, 

All the young Goslings grew 
up to be Geese. 


a 
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Here's the Goose-family wad- _al\ 239.. 34 
| 


In a procession they always |. yk As 
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This is the Farmer who said, | BN 


“ Every Goose 
Now has some feathers on, 


9? 
ready for use. 
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This is the Farmers Wife, 
plucking with care 
All of the feathers the Geese 


can well spare. 
| 
| 


— ———- -—_ _— — 


This is the Pillow the Mer- 
chant displayed: 

“Yes, of the finest Goose- 
feathers ‘tis made.” | 
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This is the Crib with its fur- Wea . 
nishings white, Pace ge fs (Gy 
This the dear Baby who bids") 0). | 
you ‘“ Good-night.” i MOR 
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THIS IS THE WAY LITTLE BESS SKATES, 


MAMMA MOLLY. 
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MAMMA MOLLY. 
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WASHING THE PARTY DRESSES. 


“ Now, dears, said Mamma 
Molly to the dolls, “ next week 
we go to your Grandpapa’s for 
Christmas, and I have just all 
I can do to get you ready, and 
so you must try to be good.” 

Mamma Molly had indeed 


much to do. There were four 


All the white 
party-dresses were to “do up” 
to wear at the Christmas-Tree, 
new cloaks to be made for the 
journey, their trunk to pack, 


dolls to go. 


and gifts to prepare, so that 
each doll should have a pres- 
ent for Grandpapa. 

I am glad to say the dolls 
were good the whole week, and 
that everything was done in 
time. Would you like to know 
what the dolls gave Grandpapa ? 
Miss Rose gave him a piece of 
pink silk to rub his glasses with; 
Miss Grace a pin-ball, Miss 
Lily a watch-cord, and Miss 
Betty a Christmas card. 


MAKING (MISS- ROSE'S GIFT FOR GRANDPAPA. 


Roaring Wind, the Indian, Grave he is and sober, 


In his blanket blue, Till his look she heeds, 
Gay with paint and feathers— | Gives him very shyly 
Like his father, too, From her neck some beads. 


He can snap the bowstring, Then with motions friendly 
Aim with careful eye; Merrily they play, 
Baby Bun 1s frightened Till he seeks his wigwam 


When the arrows fly. At, the close.of- day. 


THE BEST HISTORIES FOR CHILDREN 
are Charlotte M. Yonge's Illustrated Histories. 
6 vols., r2mo, each $1.50. Printed on fine calendered puper. 
Upwards of 400 choice illustrations. 
These volumes are eminently calculated to teach as 
well as to interest. The language is simple, yet ex- 
pressive, the freedom of treatment, bold, yet accurate. 


Young Folks’ Bible History. 
‘It is not only entertaining, but as fascinating as 
any romance.” — Western Educational Journal. 


“One of the best books for its purpose which we | 


have found.” — Christian Register. 

“ We shall be much mistaken if this book does not 
prove to be useful in many homes, in fixing the facts 
of Scripture history in the young minds, and in giving 
them a good perspective of that history as a whole.” 
— WM. Y. Independent. 


Young Folks’ History of Rome. 

“The subject matter is presented in this work in 
the clearest and most satisfactory manner. The old 
legends of the founding of the imperial city, and the 
great deeds of the early Roman heroes are vivid and 
distinct and well defined pictures, yet they form a 
complete chain without a missing link. The clearness 
with which the civil and religious customs are related 
renders the boc invaluable.” — St. Joseph Gazette. 


Young Folks’ History of France. 

To arrange the confused facts of French history in 
such an order as to make them understood by children 
is a difficult task. Miss Yonge has succeeded admir- 
ably. She has done more than tell an interesting 
story, for she has attach .d some real characteristic to 
each reign and has translated the leading political 
motives into something that can enter the intellect of 
seven or eight years old. 


Young Folks’ History of Greece. 

“In this book the attempt has been to trace Greek 
History so as to be intelligible to children. In fact it 
will generally be found that classical history is remem- 
Yered at an earlier age than modern history.” — Miss 
YONGE in Preface. 


Young Folks’ History of Germany. 

“The history of Germany from the time of the 
Nibelonig heroes to the year 1877, is a large subject 
for a singie 12mo volume, but it is here given in a way 
so pleasant and readable that children old enough to 
read will be interested in it.” — //erald and Presbyter. 


Young Folks’ History of England. 

Beginning with a period prior to the Christian era 
st outlines English history through the vicissitudes ot 
the Roman, Danish and Norman invasions, through 
the subsequent civil strifes, and a large portion of the 
peaceful reign of the good Victoria. Oniy those facts 
are presented which are at once most picturesque, 
most interesting and most easily comprehended. In 
the hands of the young it is an irresistible temptation 
to history. 


+ Who Told It to Me. 


By MARGARET SIONEY. 


The Golden West. Cloth, 2.25; boards, 1.75. 
A pictorial and talkative run from Boston to 
Monterey for health and pleasure and information. 


What the Seven Did. Cloth, 2.25; boards, 1.75. 

The seven are girl neighbors, the Wordsworth 
Club, which met once a week at their several homes 
to have a good time. 


Cloth, 1.75; boards, 1.25 
Neighbor boys and girls growing up together, hav- 
ing their ins and outs and ups and owas: and the 
old folks had their share in the young folks’ doings, 
as they ought. 


By E. E. HALE and SUSAN HALE. 
The Family Flight Series. Cloth, 2.25; boards, 
1.75. 
Something like going through these places with a 


travelling companion who knows all about them and 
their histories. 


A FAMILY FLIGHT THROUGH MEXICO. 
A FAMILY FLIGHT AROUND HOME. 

A FAMILY FLIGHT OVER EGypr. 

A FAMILY FLIGHT THROUGH SPAIN. 
A FAMILY FLIGHT THROUGH FRANCE. 


By MRS. SCHUYLER CROWNINSHIELD. 


All Among the Light-houses; or, the Cruise of 
The Goldenrod. Two boys and girls accompany a 
government light-house inspector on his tour along 
the coast of Maine. Every inch of the way has its 
fill of delightful instruction. Cloth, 2.25; boards, 
175; 

The Light-house Children Abroad; or, the Igno- 
ramuses in Europe. They not only had a good 
time themselves on the Goldenrod, but made a most 
entertaining book. They go to learn. Cloth, 2.25; 
boards, 1.75. 


By PANSY. 


Pansy’s Picture Book. Cloth, 2.00; embossed 
board covers, two-colored inks and gilt, 1. §0. 


Pansy’s Story Book. Cloth, 1.75; embossed 
board covers, two-colored inks and gilt, 1.25. 


Mother’s Boys and Girls. Cloth, 1.75; embossed 
board covers, two-colored inks and gilt, 1.25. 


By ABBY MORTON DIAZ. 


Cats’ Arabian Nights. The wonderful cat story 
of cat stories told by Pussvanita that saved the lives 
of all the cats, the funniest, wittiest story that ever 
was (so says Pussyanita). Cloth, 1.75; boards, 
1.25. 

Fireside Chronicles. Fifteen different chronicles, 
every one of them funnier than the last one. A 
great deal of wisdom in with the fun. Boards, 1.26. 


By KATE TANNATT WOODS. 


Out and About. Cape Cod to the Golden Gate 
with story and history by the way. Cloth, 1.75; 
boards, 1.25. 


By FRANCES C. SPARHAWK. 


Little Polly Blatchley. Delightful stories out of 
little Polly's lite. Pollv is what elderly people call 
an “old” little girl. She is continually thinking of 
things that little people are apt to skip; and she 
keeps her thoughts to herself wisely aad lets them 
out in the nick of time. It is a rare book for pleas- 
ure and wholesome suggestion. Boards, 1.25. 


Any book sent post-paid on receipt of price. 
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FOR BOYS. 
Naval Cadet Bently. 


By H. H. Clark, U.S. N.  r2mo, 1.50. 


Chaplain Clark wrote “ Boy Life in the Navy,” one 
of the most popular sea stories for boys. ‘This is a 
sequel to “ Boy Life,” and is just as vividly deéscrip- 
tive of a midshipman’s life on sea and shore and | st 
as full of fun, entertainment and dramatic situation. 


A Colonial Boy ; or, The Old Link-Closet. 
By NELLIE BLESSING EYSTER. 1zmo, 1.25. 
A capital story of a real colonial boy in the days of 
hardship, daring and adventure, told by one who 
knows how to tell just such a story and to fill it with 
interest, excitement and information. 


Ned Harwood’s Visit to Jerusalem. 
By Mrs. S. G. KNIGHT. 1t2m0, 125. 
The manuscript of this story of travel in the Holy 
Land was read and approved by Rev. Selah Merrill, 
who was for a long time U. S. Consul at Jerusalem. 


The Adventures of David Vane and 
David Crane. 


By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 12m0, 1.00. 

Acknowledged to be the best living story-teller in 
his peculiar vein. A strong, homely, humorous story 
of the every-day of American country-bred boys. As 
good as anything Trowbridge has written. 


Loss of the Swansea. 

By W. L. ALDEN. 12m0, 1.00. 

W. L. Alden wrote the “ Jimmy Brown ” papers 
and “ The Moral Pirates.” This book tells a story of 
the last century; is full of mutiny, pirates, desert 
islands, wonderful escapes, battles and wreck. It is 
without a line of “blood and thunder” in it and yet 
is full of vigor, excitement and unflagging interest. 


Plucky Smalls. 
Mary BRADFORD CROWNINSHIELD, 


I.00. 

The career of a bright little street urchin in the 
United States Navy. Written by the wife of a naval 
otticer who “knows the ropes.”” Every way enter- 
taining and popular. 


The Little Red Shop. 


By MARGARET SIDNEY, 1.00. 

The Little Red Shop was the establishment of 
Brimmer Brothers and Company, dealers in “ apples, 
potatoes, family provisions, and — butter and dough- 
nuts.” At least that’s the way it began, but in time the 
“ Little Red Shop ” became the “ Brimmer Store.” 


12mo, 


NEW EDITIONS. 


A Mipswtpman AT Larce. Charles R. Talbot. 1.59. 

My Uncer Frorimonn. Sidney Luska. 1.00. ’ 
Littce Jor. Tames Otis. 1.00, 

Moxtezuma s GoLtp Mtnes. Fred A, Ober. — 1.00, 

Howrinc Wocr AND His Trick-Pony. IL. W. Champney. 1.25. 
A Younes Prince of ComMekce. Selden R. Hopkins. 1.25. 
AN OCEAN Tramp. Philip D. Heywood. 12.25. 

A ScHooLBoY's PLEASUKE Book, — 1,00, 

ADVENTURES OF Tao. Frank H. Converse. 1.25. 

Boy Lire mn tHe U.S. Navy. H. H. Clark, U.S. N. 1.50. 
Boys of CARY Farm. Minna C. Smith. 1.59. 

A Boy’s Worksnop, — By a boy and h: frends. 1.00. 

Ways ron Boys TO MAKE AND DO THINGS.  .60. 

joys’ Heroes. E. E. Hale. 1.00. 

Wuen Twas A Bov in Cerna. Yan Phou Lee. .60. 
Piccky Boys. By Author of John Halifax, and others, 1.50 
How Success 1s Won. Sarah K. Bolton. 1.00. 

STORIES OF AMBRICAN WARS. 1.00. 


Any book sent post-paid on receipt of price. “A 


FOR GIRLS. 
Sweetbrier. 
By Mrs. M. E. W. SHERWOOD.  12mo, 
1.25. 


Just the book for girls of from twelve to twentv. 
One of the cleverest things in its way since the earlier 
writings of Miss Alcott. A charming story of girl-! 1¢ 
amid the fascinations, duties and distractions of “ so 
ciety "— and with none of the ridiculous caricature ; 
that too often mar such stories. Written by one wis 
is an authority among the “ Four Hundred.” 


Those Raeburn Girls. 


By A. F. RAFFENSPERGER. 12M0, 1.25. 
If young girls ever think they are useless and i.: - 


_pable of doing eet for themselves, they shor | 


read this capital story by Mrs. Raffensperger ‘Tl - 
vouny girls in her book are real girls full of pluck a: | 
determination who start out to make their own w., 
in the world and succeed wonderfully. 


Chrissy’s Endeavor. 

By Pansy. 12mo, 1.50. 

The story of a bright young society girl whose 
awakened interest in the Young People’s Society of 
Christian Endeavor in the little village where she is 
summering, changes the whole current of her thought 
and life. On her return to the city she organizes a 
kindred society of somewhat incongruous elements, 
under the opposition, more or less actively expressed, 
of her lady mother, her gay, elder sister, and her idle, 
fashionable brother. The story of her ‘“ endeavor,” 
and the difficulties in the way of its success, the ever- 
increasing influence it exerts on a widening circle, is 
told with all the skill and power that “ Pansy” brings 
to a specially congenial subject. 


We Twelve Girls. 

By Pansy. 12mo0, .60. 

They were girl friends, classmates in day school as 
well as on Sunday. When they were about to leave 
boarding-school and go to their various homes, their 
Dible-class teacher gave to each a tiny book of texts, 
one for each month, and with the thought of keeping 
up a mutual interest in them, the girls agreed to each 
select a month in which to write a letter to be passed 
around by mail among all the rest, abcut some expe- 
rience of her own linked with one of the verses for 
that month. The experiences vary as much as thz 
girls and their manner of telling them, but all are 
bright and girlish with an underthought of earnest 
nurpose such as “ Pansy” infuses inte her slightest 


story. 
NEW EDITIONS. 


New Every Morninc. Annie H. Rider. 1.00 

MarGARET Reais. Annie H. Rider. ete 

Horio Up Your Heaps, Gires! Anme H. Ryder. 1.00, 

Some SuccessFur Women. Sarah K Bolton. 1.25. 

A SCHOOLGIRL'S PLEASURE Book. 1 00 

RoyvaLt Girts AND Royat Courts. ME. W. Sherwood. t.25. 

A Girc's Room — Some Friends of the Girls. 5.00, 

BraveGires. Nora Perry, M. E. W. Sherwood and others, 1.50. 

My Gires. Lida A. Churchill. 1 25 

ScunsHing. Louisa T. Cragin. 2.25, 

Tug Buue. Lucia Chase Bell. 1.50. 

Daisy GREEN STORIES. .75. 

How THevy LEARNED HousgeworK.  .75. 

AFTER SCHOOLDAYS. — 75. 

HEALTH AND STRENGTH Papers For Gires. Dr. Mary J 
Safford and Mary E Allen. .6o. 

Bessiz’s Trrats AT Boaroina-ScHoor, Nora Perry. 1.258. 

ANNA Marta’s Housekegpine. Shirley Dare. 1.00. 

THe ADVENTURES OF ANN. Mary E. Wilkins. .75. 


D. LOTHROP COMPANY, PustisHers, Boston, Mass. 


